ACT THREE
Four white walls, lightly washed in Hue, of the interior patio of
ALBA'S house. The doorways, illumined by the lights inside the rooms, give
a tenuous glow to the stage.
[At the centre there is a table with a shaded oil-lamp about which
BERNARDA and her DAUGHTERS are eating. LA PONCIA serves
them. pRUDENCiAsi&aprfrt When the curtain rises, there is a great
silence interrupted only by the noise of plates and silverware.]
PRUDENCIA: I'm going. I've made you a long visit.
[She rises.]
BERNARD A: But wait, Prudencia, We never see one another.
PRUDENCIA: Have they sounded the last call to rosary?
PONCIA: Not yet.
[PRUDENCIA sits down again.]
BERNARD A: And your husband, how's he getting on?
PRUDENCIA: The same.
BERNARD A: We never see him either.
PRUDENCIA: You know how he is. Since he quarrelled with his
brothers over the inheritance, he hasn't used the front door. He
takes a ladder and climbs over the back wall.
BERNARDA: He's a real man! And your daughter?
PRUDENCIA: He's never forgiven her.
BERNARDA: He's right.
PRUDENCIA: I don't know what he told you. I suffer because
of it.
BERNARDA: A daughter who's disobedient stops being a daughter
and becomes an enemy.
PRUDENCIA: I let water run. The only consolation I've left is to taktf
refuge in the church, but, since I'm. losing my sight, I'll have to stop
coming so the children won't make fun of me.
[A heavy blow is heard against the walls.]
What's that?
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